a nullah. They held the driver for ransom and
got It. Pastimes of this type are very popular
with the border tribes. Even at the present day
the pernicious trade of kidnapping people from
the cities of the plains Is one of the greatest
problems the British have to face.

The Khyber Pass Is some twenty-seven miles
long. Two-thirds of the way through from
Jamnid \ve enter a high-walled fort. The British
sentries swing back the Iron-studded gates and
snap to attention as we drive through la search
of water for our boiling radiator. They mistake
us for officers of the Indian Army and direct us
to the office of the commandant. The general
who comes out to welcome us Is a clean-cut
Englishman., the commandant of all the troops
in the pass. He invites us to spend the night,
but we explain that we want to get as far Into
Afghanistan that day as possible. When he
hears that we are actually on our way to the
Amir's capital, he looks amazed, says he would
give anything to go along, and adds that he
hopes we will get back alive. He seems rather
dubious about it. Regarding the road, he says
the reports are that many miles of it have been
washed away by tjie summer floods and that

IO2